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P R Q-L O G.-U-E. 
Wrictbel: by David GaRRICk, 8 


50 by Mr. Par uk. 


O modern Britons let the old appear 
This night, to rouſe 'em for this anxious year: 


To raiſe that Spirit, which of yore when rais'd, 
Made even Romans tremble, while they prais'd ; 
To rouſe that-Spirit, which thro? every age 


Has wak'd the lyre, and warm'd th' Hiſtorian's page: 
That dauntleſs Spirit, which on Creſſy's plain 
Ruſh'd from the heart, thro' every Britiſh vein : 
Nerv'd ev'ry arm the numerous hoſt to dare, 


Whilſt Edward's valour ſhone the guiding ſtar, 


Whoſe beams diſpers'd the darkneſs of Deſpair. 


Whate'er the craft, or number of the foes, 


Ever from danger Britain's glory roſe ; 
To the mind's-eye let the Harry riſe, 


And in that viſion, boaſting France deſpiſe ; 
Then turn to later deeds your Sires have wrought, 
When Anna rul'd ! and mighty Marlb'rough fought! 


Shall Chatham die, and be forgot ?—O ! no: 
Warm from its ſource, let grateful Sorrow flow ; 
His matchleſs ardour fir'd each fear-ſtruck mind, 
His genius ſoar'd, when Britons droop'd, and pin'd; 
Whilſt each State Atlas, ſunk beneath the load, 
His heart unſhook, with Patriot Virtue glow'd; 
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Like Hercules, he freed *em from the weight, 
And on his ſhoulders fix'd the tottering State! 
His ſtrength, the monſters of the land defied, 


To raiſe his Country's glory was his pride, 
And for her ſervice, as he liv'd, —he died! 


O ! for his pow'rs, thoſe feelings to impart, 
Which rous'd to action every drooping heart, 
Now, while the angry trumpet ſounds alarms, 
And all the Nation cries, To arms! to arms! 
Then would his native ftrength each Briton know, 
And ſcorn the threats of an invading foe ; 
Hatching, and feeding every civil broil, 


France looks with envy on our happy ſoil ; 


When Miſchief's on the wing, ſhe cries for War, 
Inſults Diſtreſs, and braves her Conqueror ! 
But Shakeſpear fung,—and well this land he knew, 


O! hear his voice that nought ſhall make us rue, 
« If England to % do reſt but true!“ 
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ADVERTISEMEN T. 


HE Play, now ſubmitted to the Publick, contains 
ſcarce any Variations from the BONDUCA 
of BEAUMONT and FLETCHER, except theſe ariſing 
from Omiſſion and Tranſpoſition; each of which have in 
Jome places been hazarded, in order to accommogaate it to 
the Modern Stage. The particular Alterations it is 
almoſt impoſſible to point out, but by a reference lo the 
Original Authors; of whoſe Dramas a moſt elegant 
Edition has been very lately publiſhed, 
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CaRaTACH, Mr. Digges. 

Ho, Maſter Edwin. 
Newnivs, Mr. Uſer. 
 SutTonivs, Mr. Gardner, 

Pextrvs, Mr. Aickin. 

PertiLLIvs, Mr. Palmer. 
Junrvs, Mr. Lamaſh. © 

DEMETRIUS, Mr. R. Palmer. 

DPzvsrvs, Mr. Griffin, 

Curivs, Mr. Egan. . 
Dectus, Mr. Davis, 
Mack, Mr. Maſſey. 

Jupas; Mr. Parſons. | 

Mr. Stevens. 

SOLDIERS, Mr. Kenny. 

(Mr. Painter. 

Boxboca, Miſs Sherry. j 
Fiesr DauchrgR, Mrs. Maſſey. 

StconD DAUGHTER; — | Mrs. Greville. 


DRulbs, SOLDIERS, ATTENDANTS, c. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON. 


USICK by PURCELL. 


Sczst, BRII AI N. 


The Roman Camp. 
Enter Junius and Petillius. 


Petillius. : 
HSB ail'ſt thou, man! doſt thou want 
meat? 
| * No. 
Per. Cloaths ? | 
Jun. Neither. For Heav'n's love, leave me 
Pet. Drink? | | | 


Jun. You tire me. 
Pet. Come, it is drink? for what affliction 


Can light ſo heavy on a ſoldier, 
To dry him up as thou art, but no drink? 


Thou ſhalt have drink. 
| 8 
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SO ND U bo TY 
Jun. Prithee, Petillius 
Pet. And, by mine honour, much d. ink, valiant 


Sik 


1 


1 fee as fair as day, that thou want'ſt drink: 


Did I not find thee gaping, like an oyſler 

For a new tide ? Thy very thoughts lie bare, 

Like a low ebb; thy ſoul, that rid in fack, 

Lies m oor'd for want of liquor ; | 

And ali thy body's chap'd and crack d like timbe: 5 

For want of moiſture: What canſt thou want, but 

drink? | 

Jun. You have too much on't. 
Pet. It may be, a wench too; ſay it be; come, ſoldier, 

Thou ſhalt have both : a ene valiant fellow, 

Die for a little lap and roguery ? 

Hear, thou noble Roman, 

The ſon of her that loves a ſoldier, 

Hear what I promis'd for thee, when thy- mother 

Sent thee to fight in Britain. Thus I laid : 

Lady, I take thy ſon to my companion; 

Lady, I love thy for, thy {on loves war, 


The war loves danger, danger drink, drink diſcipline, 


„Which is the field of. Mars, the camp of Venus; 
* Theſe two beget commanders : Fear not, lady; 
F Thy ſon half lead.” | 

Jun. Tis a ſtrange thing + DEW 
T hat fo ridiculous and looſe a mirih 
Can maſter your affections. 

Pet. Any mirth, 
And any way, of any ſubject, Junius, 
Is better than unmanly muſtineſs. 
What harm's in drink? in a good wholeſome wench, 
I do beſcech you, Sir, what error? Yet | 
t cannot out of my head handſomely, 
But thou wouleſt fain be drunk ; come, no more 

*feoling ; Fog 5 


2 1 he. general has new wine, bew Kore Over. 

; 5 e | He muſt h ve new acꝗqꝗ ſaintance fer it LOO, 

| For! will none, I thank ye. e 
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Pet. «“ None, I thank you?“ 
A ſhort and touchy anſwer ! © None, I thank you?“ 
No company, no drink, no wench, I thank vou?!“ 
You {hall be worſe entreated, Sir. 

Jun. Petillius, 
As thou art honelt, leave me! 

Pet. Les; | will leave you, Junius, 
And leave you to the boys, that very ſhortly 
Shall all ſalute you, by your new ſurname 
Of Junius“ NoneT thank you.” I have found you, 
Your lays, and out-leaps! You're in love, I know it; 
You are an aſs, and all the camp ſhall know it; _ 
A peeviſh idle boy, your dame ſhall know it; 
A wronger of my care, yourſelf ſhall know it. 


Enter Judas and three Soldiers. 


Judas. A bean? a princely diet, a full banquet, 
To what we compals. 

Pet. What ail theſe raſcals? 

Sold. If this hold, we're ſtarv'd. 

fudas. For my part, friends, 
Which is but twenty beans a-day, (a hard world 
For officers, and men of action!) 
For mine own part, I ſay, I'm ſtarv'd already. 

2 Sold. I'll fight no more. 
Pet. Loan hang then! 
Ve dogs' heads in the porridge- pot! ye fight no more? 
Does Rome depend upon yaur reſolution 
For eating mouldy pie-crult ? 

3 Sold. Would we had it! 

Judas. I may do ſervice, captain, 

ret. In a fiſh-marker. 
You, corporal Curry-comb, what will your Gohting 
Profit the commonwealth? a you hope to triumph? 
Or dare your vamping valour, goodman Cobler, 
Clap a new ſoal to th' kingdom? 'Sdeath, ye dog- 

whelps, 

You fight, or not fight ? 

Judas. Captain | 
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Pet. Out, ye fleſh-flies! | 
How long is't ſince thou eat'ſt laſt ? Wipe hy mouth, 


And then tell truth. 


Judas. I have not eat to th' purpoſe 
Pet. To th' purpoſe?“ what's that? half tes 
and garlick ? 
Ye rogues, my company eat turf, and talk not; 
Timber they can digeſt, and fight upon't; 
Old mats, and mud with ſpoons, rare meats. Your 
"ſhoes, ſlaves; 
Dare ye cry out for hunger, and thoſe extant ? 
Suck your ſword-hilts, ye ſlaves, if ye be valiant. 
« To the purpoſe?” Doſt thou lee mat gentleman, 
That melancholy monſieur ? 
Jun. Pray you, Petillius! 
Pet. He has not eat theſe three weeks. 
2 Sold, H' has drunk the more then. 
Pet. Nor drunk nor ſlept theſe two months. 
Urge him to th* point, hell find you out a food 


That needs no teeth nor ſtomach: ; a ſtrange furmity, 


Will feed you up as fat as hens i' th' forehcads, 
And make you fight like fichoks; to him! 
Judas. Captain —— 
Fun. Do you long to have your throats cut ? 
Pet. See what mettle - 
It makes in him: Iwo meals more of this nelanchaly, 
And there lies the bold Briton, Caratach. 
Judas. We do beſcech you 
Jun. Out of my thoughts, ye Qaves! your poor 
ſtarv'd ſpirits 
Can make me na oblations; elſe, oh, Love, 
Thou proudly-blind deſtruction, [ would fend thee 
Whole hecatombs of hearts, to bleed my ſorrows! 
Judas. Alas, he lives by love, Sir, Exit Junius, 
Pet. So he does, Sir; . 


Fall but in love now, as ye fee example, 


There's ſo much charge ſav'd, and your hunger's 
ended. | Drum afar off, 

Away | I hear-the general, Jog, and talk not! 
| [Exeunt Judas, ec. 
Euter 


FD U e c 


Enter ( to Petillius) Suetonius, Daune Decius, and 
Soldiers. 


Suet. Demetrius, is the meſſenger diſpatch'd 
To Penius, to command him to bring 8 
The V Volans regiment ? 
Dem. He 1s there by this hae: 
Suet. And are the horſe well view'd we brought 
from Mona? 
Dec. The troops are full and Nan 
Suet. Good Petillius, 
Look to thoſe eating rogues, that bawl for victuals, 
And ſtop their throats a day or two: Proviſion 
Waits but the wind to reach us. 
Pet. Sir, already 
I have been pry with their ſtomachs, which 
[ fin 
As deaf as adders to delays : Your clini: 
Hath made their murmurs, mutinies; nay, rebellions; 
Now, an they want but muſtard, they re in uproars! 
This gave Bonduca time, and ſtrength, and pride, 
To brave us to our teeth, and {corn ovr ruins, 
Suet. Nay, chide not, good Petillius! I confeſs 
My will to conquer Mona, and long ſtay 
To execute that will, let in theſe lofſes - 
All ſhall be right again; and as a pine 
Rent from Octa by a {weeping tempeſt, 
ointed again, and made a malt, defies 
Thoſe angry winds that ſplit him; fo will ! 
Steer thro' theſe ſwelling dangers, plow their prides up, 
And bear like thunder thro their loudeſt I 
They _ the field it1}] ? 
Dem. Coniident and full. 
Pet. In ſuch a number, one would ſwear they grew: 
They are fo infinite, fo ever-ſpringing, 
We ſhall be Kill'd with Killing; of deſperate women, 


That neither fear or ſhame wad; ſay the men fall, 


They'l} poiſon us with their pctticoats 3 lay ey fail, 
They've pricits enough to pray us Into nothing 
net, 
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Suct. Theſe are imaginations, dreams of nothin ; 

The man that doubts or fears | 
Dec. I'm free of both, 
Dem. The ſelf-ſame J. 
Det. And as free as any 

As careleſs of my fleſh, of that we call life, 

So | may loſe it nobly, as indifferent 

As if it were my dict. 
$uct. Then no doubt 

The day muſt needs be ours. One ſingle valour, 

The virtues of the valiant Caratach, f 


More doubts me than all Britain: He s a ſoldier 


So forg'd out, and ſo temper'd for great actions, 


So fortunate in all, that his mere name 


Fights in a thouſand men, himſelf in millions, 
To make him Roman: But no more. Petillius, 
Ilow ſtands your charge? | 

Pet. Ready for all employments. 

Set. Tomorrow we'll draw out, and view the cohorts. 
Wherc's Junius? 

In's cabin, moſt lam 1entab! y: — 1 

To ihe tune 5 Queen Dido. | 

Suet. *T will make him fight the nobler: With 

what lady? 

Pet. The devil's dam, Bonduca's Daughter, 
Fer youngeſt, crack'd. j th' ring 

Suet. I'm ſorry for him: 
Eu: fure his own d:icretion will recia!im him; 
ie muſt deſerve our anger elſe, Good Captains, 
Apply yourlclves 1 in all the pleaſing forms 


e can, unto the ſoldiers; tell cm, if now they 


conquer, 
The fat of all the kingdom lies before *em ; 
h heir * forgot, their honours infinite” 
And want for ever baniſh'd. Two days! ence, 
Qur fortunes, and our ſwords, and gods be for us! 
¶Lxeunt. 


Te 


Dees 7 
The Briti/h Comp. 


„ 3 
Enter Bonduca, Daughters, Caratach, Hengo, Nennius, 
and Soldiers. 


Bond. The hardy Romans? Oh, ye gods of Brita 8 
The ruſt of arms, the bluſhing ame of oc effi * 


Shame, how they lee! Dare they ſend theſe to ſeex 
Theſe Roman girls? is Britain grown fo wanton ? 
Twice we have beat em, Nennius; and a woman, 
A woman beat 'em, Nennius. 
Car. So it ſeems 
A man would ſhame to talk ſo, 
Bond. Who's that? 
Car. l. 3 
Bond. Couſin, d'you grieve my fortunes ? 
Car. No, Bonduca; 
If I erieve, tis the bearing of your forte ines: 
You put too much wind to your ſail; Diſcretion 
And hardy Valour are the twins of Honour, 
And, nurs'd together, make a conquerer ; 
Divided, but a talker. * is a truth, 
That Rome has fled before us twice, and ro ited; 
A truth we ought to crown the gods for, lady; 
Zut we tat hive been victors, beat ourſ lves 
When we inſult upon our hunour's ſubject. 
Pond. My valiant couſin, is it foul to ſay 
What Liberty and Honour bid us do, 
And what the gods allow us ? 
Car. No, Bonduca ; ES 
So what we jay exceed not what we do. 
You call the Romans © fearful, fleeing Romans; 42 
Does this become a doer ? are they ſuch ? 
Bond. They are no more. 
Car. Where is your conqueſt then? 
Why are your altars crown'd w ahh wreaths of flowers ? 
The boly Draids now compoiing ſongs 
Of everl. aſting life to Victory? 
Why are thete triamph- „lady " T6" May. game! 1 
For 
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Have not I leen the Britons 


* N D U e. 


For hunting a poor herd of wretched Romans? 
Is it no more? Shut we your temples, Britons, 


Let's home and fleep !—Oh, Nennius, 


Thou hadſt a noble uncle, knew a Roman, 
And how to ſpeak him. 
Bond. By the gods, I think 
You dote upon theſe Romans, Caratach |! 
Car. Witneſs theſe wounds, do; they were fairly 
given! | 


T love an enemy : Yellow-treſſed Hymen 


Ne'er crown'd a longing virgin with more joy, 
Than I am married to that man that wounds me: 
And are not all theſe Roman? Ten ſtruck battles 

T ſuck'd theſe honour'd ſcars from, and all Roman; 
Ten years of bitter nights, and heavy marches, 
(When many a frozen ſtorm ſung thro? my cuiraſs, 
And made it doubtful whether that or 1 

Were the more ſtubborn metal) have I wrought thro), 
And all to try theſe Romans, | 


Bond. What? 

Car. Diſhearten'd, 
Run, run, Bonduca ! not the quick rack ſwifter: 
I've ſeen theſe Britons, that you magnity, _ 
Run as they would have out- run Time, and roaring, 
Baſely for mercy roaring ; the light ſhadows, 
1hatina thought ſcur o'er the fields of corn, 


Halted on crutches to 'em. 


Bond. Oh, ye powers, 
What ſcandals do I ſuffer! 

Car. Yes, Bonduca, Re 
ve ſeen thee run too; and thee, Nennius; 


Yea, run apace, both; then when Penius 


(The Roman girl!) cut thro? your armed carts, 
And drove 'em headlong on ye, down the hill. 
Nen. Ard what did you then, Caratach ? 

Car. I fled too, 


But net fo faſt ; your jewel had been loſt then; 


Young Hengo dee he check'd me, Nennius ; 


For 


* T8 DU CA: 5 
For when your fears out-run him, then ſtept J, 
Took him, and, with my tough belt, to my back 
1 buckled him ; behind him, my broad ſhield ; 
And then I follow'd. If I ſay I fought 
Five times in bringing off this bud of Britain, 
I lie not, Nennius. Neither had you heard 
Me ſpeak of this, or even ſeen the child more, 
But that the ſon of Virtue, Penius, 
Secing me ſteer thro? all theſe ſtorms of danger, 
My helm ſtill in my hand, he cried out nobly, 
** Go, Briton, bear thy lion's whelp off ſafely; 
1 And let me meet thee once again in arme; ; 
*. Then if thou ſtand'ſt, thou'rt mine,” I took his 
offer, 
And here I am to honour him. 

Bond. Oh, couſin, 

From what a flight of honour haſt thou check'd me! 
Yet, let me think we conquer'd, 

Car. Do; but ſo think it, as we may be conquer'd : 
And where we have found virtue, tho? in thoſe 
That came to make us flaves, let's cheriſh it. 

Bond. No more; I ſee my elf. Th' haſt made me, 

coulin, 
More than my fortunes durſt; for they abus'd me, 
And wound me up fo high, I ſwell'd with glory : 
Shall we have peace? for now I love theſe Romans. 

Car. Thy love and hate are both unwiſe ones, lady. 

Bond, Your reaſon ? Is not peace the end of arms? 

Car. Not where the cauſe implies a general 

conqueſt : 
Had we a diff rence with ſome petty iſle, . 
Or with our neighbours, lady, for our landmarks, 
After a day of blood, peace might be argued ; 
But where we grappic for the ground we live on, 
The liberty we hold as dear as life, | 
And with thoſe ſwords that know no end of battle, 
It muſt not be. No; as they are our foes, 
And thoſe that mutt be ſo until we tire 'em; 


Let's uſe the peace of honour, that's fair dealing, 
| "But 
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But for our ends our ſwords! 
Bond. Caratach, 
As thou haſt nobly ſpoken, ſhall he done; 
And Hengo to thy charge I here deliver. 
whe Romans ſhall have worthy wars, 
Car. They ſhall: © 
And, little Sir, when your young bones grow ſtiffer, 
| And when I ſee you able in a morning 
| To beat a dozen boys, and then to breakfaſt, 
T'!1 tie you to a ſword. 
Hengo. And what then, uncle? 
Car. Then you muſt kill, Sir, the next valiant 
Roman 
That calls you knave. 
Hengo. And muſt I kill but one? 
Car. An hundred, boy, I hope. 
Hengo. 1 hope five hundred. 
Car. That is a noble boy ! Come, 8 lady, 


Let's to our ſeveral charges; and henceforth 7 
Allow an enemy both weight and worth 7 "ne 
TW 11. 


The T, ent of Penius. 


Enter Penius, Regulus, and Macer. 


Penius. 

MUST come ? 

Macer. So the general commands, Sir. 

Pen. But did he ſay, I mus come ? 

Macer. So deliver'd. . 

Pen. How long is't, Regulus, ſince I commanded 
In Britain here ? | 

Reg. About five years, great Penius. 

| Fen. © 


ND CAT uw 
Pen. The general ſome five months. Are all my 


actions 


So poor and loſt, my ſervices ſo barren, 


That I'm remember'd in no nobler language 
But muſt come up ? 
Macer, I do beſeech you, Sir, 
Weigh but the time's eſtate. 
Pen. Yes, good lieutenant, 


I do, and his that ſways it. "Muff come up ? 


Am I turn'd bare centurion ? I my, my language? 


Enter Curius, 


Cur, Penius, where lies the hoſt ? 

Pen. Where Fate may find 'em. 

Cur. Are they ingirt? 

Pen. The battle's ; loſt. 

Cur. So ſoon? 

Pen. No; but *tis loſt, becauſe it muſt be won; 
The Britons muſt be victors. Tell the oreat general, 
My companies are no faggots to fill breaches ; 


Myſelf no man that muf, or ſhall, can carry, Exit. 


Cur. Pray gods this breed no miſchief ! 

Reg. He's a brave fellow; 
And but a little hide his haughtineſs, 
(Which is but ſometimes neither, on ſome cauſes) 
He ſhews the worthieſt Roman this day living. 


You may, good Curius, to the general 


Make all things ſeem the beſt, 
Cur. I ſhall” endeavour, 
Pray for our fortunes, gentlemen ; if we fall, 
This one farewell ſerves for a funeral, 
The gods make ſharp our ſwords, and ſteel our hearts! 
Reg. We dare, _; but cannot fight our parts. 
[ Exeunt, 


In the Roman Camp. 


Petillius and Demetrius meeting. 


Pet, How now, Demetrius ? are we drawn? 
| S2 Dem. 
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Dem. Tis doing; 
Your company nds fair. But pray you, where's - , 
Junius? 
Half his command are wanting, with ſome forty 
That Decius leads. 
Pet. Hunting for victuals 
Upon my life, free-booting rogues ! their ſtomachs 
Are like a miſer's purſe, ne'er ſatisfied. 
Dem, I wonder how they dare — knowing the 
enemy | 
Maſter of all the country. 
Pet. Reſolute hungers 
Know neither fears nor faiths. 
Dem. They may be hang'd tho”. 
Pet. There's their joyful ſupper; 
And no doubt they are at it. 
Dem. But, for Heaven's ſake, 
How does young Junius ? 
Pet. Drawing on, poor g gentleman. 
Dem. What, to his end x 8 
Pet. To the end of all fleſh, woman. 
Dem. This love has made him a ſtout ſoldier. 
Pet. Oh, a great one, 
Fit to command young goſlings. But what news? 
Dem. I think the meſſenger's come back from Penius 
By this time; let's go know. 
Pet, What will you ſay now 
If he deny to come, and take exceptions 
At ſome half ſyllable, or ſound deliver'd 
With an ill accent, or ſome ſtile left out? 
Dem. I cannot think he dare, 
Pet. He dare ſpeak treaſon ; 
But that's all one: I'lt lay you my black armour 
To twenty crowns, he comes not, 
Dem. Done. 
Pet. You'll pay? 


Dem. 1 will. 
Pet. Then, keep thine old uſe, Penius ! 


Be ſtubborn and vainglorious, aa | thank thee. 
Come, 


F C4. 13 

Come, let's go pray for ſix hours; moſt of us 
J fear will trouble Heav'n no more: Two good blows 
Struck home at two commanders of the Britons, 
And my part's done. | 

Dem. I do not think of dying. 

Pet. *Tis poſſible we may live; but, Demetrius, 
With what ſtrange legs, and arms, and eyes, and noſes, 
Let carpenters and copper-ſmiths conſider, 


Dem. Come, let's have better thoughts; mine's on 


your armour. 
Pet. Mine's in your purſe, Ro let's go try the 
wager! [ Exeunt. 


Britiſh camp. 


Bite Judas and his four companions (halters about 


their necks), and Nennius following. 


Men. Come, hang em preſently. What made 
your rogueſhips 
Prowling for victuals here? are we your friends? 
Or do you come for ſpies? Tell me directly, _ 
Would you not willingly be hang'd now ? Don't ye 
long fort ? 
Judas. What ſay ye? ſhall we hang in this vein? 
Hang we muſt, 
And *tis as good to diſpatch i It merrily; 
Then pleaſantly be't: | 
Captain, the truth is, we had as lieve han 
With meat in our mouths, as alk your pardon empty. 
Nen. Theſe are brave hungers. 
What ſay you to a leg of beef now, ſirrah? 
FORE me acquainted with it, and III tell ye. 


9 


Euter Caratach. 


Car. Now, what's the matter? 
What are the e fellows ? what's the crime committed, 
That they wear necklaces ? | 

Nen. They're Roman rogues, 


Taken Wha. 
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Car. Is that all, Nennius? 
Judas. Would I were fairly hang'd! This! is the devil, 


The kill-cow Caratach. 


Car. And you would hang *em? 

Nen. Are they not enemies? 
Car. Enemies? flea-traps! | 
Pluck off your halters, fellows. 

Nen. Take heed, Caratach; | 
Taint not your wiſdom. 

Car, Wiſdom, Nennius ? 


Why, who ſhall ght againſt us, make our honouss, 


And give a glorious day into our hands, 
If we difpatch our foes thus? What's cheir offence ? 
Stealing a loaf or two to keep out hunger ? 
Do theſe deſerve the gallows ? They are hungry, 
Pocf hungry knaves, no meat at home left, ſtary'd : 
Art thou not hungry! ? 

Judas. Monſtrous hungry. 

Car. He looks 
Like Hunger's ſelf. Get 'em ſome victuals 
And wine, to cheer their hearts; quick Hang vp 

poor pilchers? 

Nen. Caratach, 
P'll leave you to your will. 

Car, I'll anſwer all, Sir. 


Enter Hengo. 


Sit down, poor knaves |—Why, ARE” 8 this wine 
and victuals ? | 
Who waits there ? 
Hengo. Who are theſe, uncle? 
Car. They are Romans, boy. 
Hengo. Are theſe they 
That vex mine aunt fo? can theſe fight? they look 


Like empty ſcabbards all, no mettle in em; 
Like men of clouts, ſet to keep crows from orchards : 


Why, I dare fight with theſe. 
Car. That's my good chicken !— 


And how d' * ? how d! ye teel your ſtomachs ? 


8 


boo; 


Judas. Wondrous apt, Sir; 
As ſhall appear when time calls. 
5 | [/V:Fuals brought in. 
Car. That's well; down with't ! 
A little grace will ſerve your turns. Eat ſoftly ! 
You'll choke, ye knaves, elle. Give*em wine! 
Judas. Not yet, Sir; | 
We're even a little buſy. 
Hengo. Can that fellow 
Do any thing but eat? Thou fellow ! 
Judas. Away, boy, | 
Away! this is no boy's play. 
Hiengo. By Heaven, uncle, 
If valour lie i th? teeth, he's the moſt valiant, 
Car. I am glad to hear you talk, Sir. 
Hengo. Good uncle, tell me, 
What's s the price of a couple of cramm'd Romans ? 
Car. Some twenty Britons, boy; theſe are good 
ſoldiers. 
Ilengo. Do not the cowards eat hard too? 
Car. No more, boy.— 
More meat, I ſay ! Upon my conſcience, 
The poor rogues have not eat this month! how terribly 
They charge upon their victuals! Dare ye fight thus? 
Judas. Believe it, Sir, like devils. 
Car. Well ſaid, Famine | 
Here's to thy general. 
Judas. Moſt excellent captain, 
Iwill now pledge thee. 
„ tomorrow: night, ſay to him, 
His head 1s mine. 
Judas. I can aſſure you, captain, 
He will not give it for this waſhing. 
Car. Well ſaid! | 
Fill 'em more wine; give 'em full bowls. Which 
of you all now, [All drink. 
In recompenſe of this good, dare but give me 
A ſound knock in the battle ? 
Judas. Delicate captain, 
10 do thee a ſufficient recompence, 
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186 BONDUC A. 
III knock thy brains out. 


Car. Do it. 
Hengo. Thou dar'ſt as ſt be hang d, chou ſkin 
of man 


An only eating rogue! kill my ſweet SORE £ 
Oh, that I were a man 
Judas. By this wine, which I 


Will drink to captain Junius, who loves 
The queen's moſt excellent majeſty's little daughter 
Moſt ſweetly, and moſt fearfully, I'Il do it. 
Hengo. Uncle, Pl kill him with a great pin. 
Car. No more, boy! He ſhall not. 
Fl pledge thy captain. To ye all, good fellows ! 
Let's ſee you ſweat 
Tomorrow blood and ſpirit, boys; this wine 
Turn'd to ſtern valour. 5 
Judas [riſing]. Captain, we thank you heartily 
For your good cheer; and if we meet tomorrow, 
One of us pays for't. 
Car. Get 'em guides; their wine 
Has over-maſter'd * em. 


| Enter a Servant, 
Go, guide 'em, and ſee em fairly onward, 
Judas. Meaning me, Sir! 2 
Berv. The ſame. 
The youngeſt daughter to the queen entreats you 
To give this privately to captain Fans 5 
This for your pains! 
Judas. I reſt her humble ſ-rvant ; 
Commend me to thy lady. Keep your files, boys. 
Serv. I muſt inſtruct you further. 
Fudas. Keep your files there ! 
Order, tweet friends ; faces about: now. 
Serv. Here, Sir; 
Here lies your way. 


Judas. Bleſs the founders, I ſay ! 


Fairly, good * fairly march now; cloſe, boys! 
[ Exeunt. 


Roman 
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Roman Camp. 


Enter Suetonius, Petillius, Demetrius, Decius, and Macer. 

Suet. Bid me be wiſe, and keep me where I am, 
And ſo be ſafe? not come, becauſe commanded ? 
Was it not thus? 

Macer. It was, Sir. 

Suet, Muſt come ſo heinous to him, ſo diſtaſteful ? 

Macer. Sir, 

The regiment was willing, and advanc'd too, 
The captains at all points ſteePd up; when Penius 
Stept like a ſtormy cloud *rwixt them and hopes. 

Suet. And ſtopt their reſolutions : 4 

Macer. True. 

Suet. Well, Penius, | 
I cannot think thee coward yet; and treacherous 
dare not think; th' haſt lopt a limb off from me; 
Vet, ere the ſun ſer, thou'lt too late repent this. 
That wine I have, ſee i it, Demetrius, 

Diſtributed amongſt the ſoldiers, 
To make 'em high and luſty ; when that's done, 
Petillius, give the word thro', that the eagles 
May preſently advance. No man diſcover, 
Upon his life, the enemies? full ſtrength, 
But make it of no value. Decius, 
Are your ſtarv'd people yet come home ? 

Dec. 1 hope ſo. 

Suet. Keep em in more obedience: This is no time 
To chide; I could be angry elſe, and ſay more to you; 
But come, let's order all. Whoſe ſword is ſharpeſt, 

And valour equal to his ſword this day, 
Shall be my ſaint. 
Pet. We ſhall be holy all then. 


Give me my money. [To Demetrius. 

Dem. I confeſs *ris due, Sir, 
And preſently I'll pay it. IExeunt. 
D Manet 
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Manet Dante. Euter Judas and his company, 


Judas. Captain! 1 Tue brought *em off again; 
The drunkenneſt ſlaves ! 
Dec. Plague confound your rogueſhips ! 
P11 call the general, and have ye hang'd all. 
For you, firrah, that are the ringleader 


To theſe devices, whoſe maw 1s never cramm'd, | 


PII have an engine 
Judas. Captain, good words, fair words, 


| Sweet words, good captain : If you like not us, 


Farewell! we have employment. 
Dec. Where haſt thou been ? 
Judas. There where you dare not be, with all your 
8 
Dec. Where's that? ; 
Judas. With the beſt good fellow living; 
The king of all good fellows. 
Dec. Who's that? 
Judas. Caratach, 


Do you as much now, an you dare. Sweet Caratach |! 


You talk of a good fellow, of true drinking; 
Well, go thy ways, old Caratach! Beſides the drink, 
captain, 


The braveſt running bang vet of black puddings, 


Pieces of glorious beef —— 
Dec. How ſcap'd ye hanging? 
Judas. Hanging's a dog's death, we are gentlemen; 


And I fay ſtill, old Caratach ! 


Dec. Belike then, 
Lou are turn'd rebels all. 
Judas. We're Roman boys all, 
And boys of mettle. I muſt do that, captain, 
This day, this very day—— 
Dec. What muſt you do, Sir? 
Judas. I muſt do that my heart-ſtrings yern to do; 
But my word's paſt. 4 
Dec. What is it? 
Judas. Why, kill Caratach. 


That's 
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That's all he aſk'd us for our entertainment. 
Dec. More than you'll pay. 
Judas. Would I had fold myſelf 
Unto the ſkin I had not promis'd it! 
For ſuch another Caratach—— 
Dec. Come, fool, 
Have you done your country ſervice ? 
Judas. I've brought that 
To captain Junius 
Dec. How ! 
Judas. I think will do all; 
I cannot tell; I think fo. 
Dec. How! to Junius? 
I'll more enquire of this. You'll fight now? 
Judas. But, hark you, . there is wine 
diſtributing; 
T would fain know what ſhare I have, 
Dec. Be gone; 
Tou have too much. 
Judas. Captain, no wine, no fighting : 
There's one call'd Caratach that has wine. 
Dec. You ſhall have wine, or any thing. Go file; 
Up with your men; I'll meet you preſently ; 
And get em ſober quickly. [ Exit. 
Judas. Arm, arm, bullies ! 
All's right again and ſtraight; and, which is more, 
More wine, more wine. Awake, ye men of Memphis 1 
Be ſober and diſcreet ; 3 We've much to do, boys. 
| [ Exeunt. 
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© Thine everlaſtingly ; thy love has won me; 


A GT I. 


Roman camp. 


Enter Junius, Curius, and Decius. 


Decius. | 
E dare not hazard it; beſide our lives, 
It forfeits all our underſtandings. | 
Jun. Gentlemen, | 


Can ye forſake me in ſo juſt a ſervice, 


A ſervice for the commonwealth, for honour ?. 
Read but the letter ; you may love too. 

Dec. Read it. 
If there be any ſafety in the n 
Or likelihood *tis love, we will not fail oak : 
Read it, good Curius. . 

Cur, Willingly. | 

Jun. Now mark it. : 

Cur. [reading.] © Health to thy heart, my honour'd 

Junius, | 

” And all thy love requited ! IT am thine, 
« For I have purpos'd a delivery : 
< Both of myſelf and fortune this bleſs'd day 
Into thy hands, if thou think*ft good. To ſhew thee 
<* How infinite my love is, ev'n my mother | 
Shall be thy priſoner, the day yours without hazard. 
« Bring with thee, Junius, _ 
< Spirits reſolv'd to fetch me off. Juſt at the j joining 
& Of both the battles, we will be weakly guarded ; 
* And for a guide, within this hour, ſhall reach thee 
A faithful friend of mine. The gods, my Junius, 


= Keep thee, and me to ſerve ghee | Young * 
@ | ars 
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Cur. This letter carries much belief, 
Dec. Is that fellow 
Come to you for a guide yet? 
Jun. Yes. | 
Dec. And examin'd ? / 
Jun. Far more than that; he has felt tortures, yet 
He vows he knows no more than this truth. 
Cur. If ſhe mean | 
What ſhe writes, as it may be probable, A 
*T will be the happieſt vantage we can lean to, E 
Jun. l'll pawn my foul ſhe means truth. 
Dec. Think an hour more; 
Then if your confidence grow ſtronger on you 
We'll ſet in with you. A 
Jun. Nobly done! I thank ye. 
Ye know the time. | 
Cur. We will be either ready 


_ * 
4% — 


\ To give you preſent counſel, or join with you. A 

Jun. No more, as ye are gentlemen. The general! a 

7 o them enter Suetonius, Petillius, Demetrius, and Macer, * 

Suet. Draw out apace; the enemy waits for us. 1 

Are ye all ready? 1 

. Jun. All our troops attend, Sir. bi 
3 Suet. I'm glad to hear you fay ſo, Junius; I 
I hope you're diſpoſſeſs d. 5 

Jun. I hope ſo too, Sir. * 

Suet, Continue ſo, And, gentlemen, to you now! 7 

Go on in full aſſurance ! draw your ſwords 5 

F As daring and as confident as Juſtice ! 1 

. The Gods of Rome fight for ye; loud Fame calls ye, 4 
Pitch'd on the topleſs Apennine, where the ſnow 2 

: dwells, A 
And blows to all the under-world, all nations, 4 

The ſeas and unfrequented deſarts; wakens F 

The ruin'd monuments; and there where nothing # 

8 But eternal Death and Sleep i is, informs again 4 
The dead bones with your virtues. Fight and q 
conquer ! | | 
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Up to your troops, and let your drums beat thunder; 
March cloſe and ſudden, like a tempeſt : [March. 
Keep your phalanx, 
And ſo march like a moving fort. Ere this day run, 
We ſhall have ground t. to add to Rome, well won. 
Erxeunt. 


A Druid Temple. 


Muſick. Enter in ſolemnity the Druids ſinging ; ; then 
Bonduca, Daughters, Caratach, Neunius, and others. 


8 O N G. 


Hear us, great Ruguith, hear our prayers! 
Defend, defend thy Britiff iſle, 
Revive our hopes, diſperſe our fears, 
Nor let thy altars be the Roman ſpoil ! y 
Deſcend, ye pow'rs divine, deſcend 
In chariots of etherial flame, 
And touch the altars you defend! 
Oh, ſave our nation and our name 
Hear us, ye Gods of Britain, hear us this day: 
Let us not fall the Roman Eagle s prey | 
Clip, clip their wings, or chaſe them home, 
And check the tow'ring pride of Rome ! Þ 


Bond.Ye powerful gods of Britain, hear our prayers! 
Riſe from the duſt, ye relicks of the dead, FP 
Whoſe noble deeds our holy Druids ſing ; 

Oh, riſe, ye valiant bones! let not baſe earth 

Oppreſs your honours, whilſt the pride of Rome 

Treads on your ſtocks, and wipes out all your ſtories } 
1 Daugh. Thou great Tiranes, whom our ſacred 

prieſts, 

Armed with dreadful thunder, place on high 

Above the reſt of the immortal gods, 

Send thy conſuming fires and deadly bolts, 

And ſhoot 'em home; ſtick in each Roman heart 

A fear fit for confuſion ; blaſt their ſpirits ; 

Dwell in *em to deſtruction ; thro* their phalanx L 

| | 8 | Strike, 
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Strike, as thou ſtrik'ſt a proud tree! 

2 Daugh. Oh, thou god, 
Thou feared god, if ever to thy juſtice 
Inſulting wrongs, and raviſhments of women, 
With virgin incenſe, have acceſs, now hear me! 
Now ſnatch thy thunder up, now on theſe Romans 
Revenge thyſelf; take to thy killing anger, 
An utter rooting from this bleſſed iſle 
Of what Rome is or has been ! Can ye be gods, 
And theſe fins ſmother'd ? 

Car. Ceaſe your fretful prayers, 
Your whinings, and your tame petitions ! 
The gods love courage: Hear how I ſalute 'em: 
Divine Andate, thou who holdſt the reins 
Of furious battles, and diſorder'd war, 
Give us this day good hearts, good enemies, 
Good blows of both ſides; ſteel us both with angers 
And warlike executions fit thy viewing; 
Let Rome put on her beſt ſtrength, and thy Britain, 
Thy little Britain, but as great in fortune, 
Meet her as ſtrong as ſhe! And who does beſt, 
Reward with honour ; who Deſpair makes fly, 
Unarm for ever, and brand with infamy |! 
Grant this, divine Andate ! *tis but juſtice : 
And my firſt blow thus on thy holy altar 


I facrifice unto thee, [4 fame ariſes. 
Bon. It flames our. [ Mufick, 
Car. Now ſing, ye Druids. = 
1 D UE T. 


To arms, to arms! your enſigns ſtrait diſplay : 
Now, now, now, ſet the battle in array. 

The oracle for war declares ; | 
Succeſs depends upon our hearts and ſpears. 


T_T RUS 
Britons, ſtrike home! Revenge your country's 
wrongs : 5 
Fight, and record yourſelves in Druids' ſongs! [ Exe. 
Champain 
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'Chanpain Country. 


Miter Caratach and Nennius. | "TM march. 
Nen. The Roman is advanc'd ; from yond? hill's 
_ | 


We may behold him, Caratach. 

Car. Let's thither, [Drums within at one place afar off. 
Suetonius is a ſoldier. See how bravely x 
The body moves, and in the head.how proudly 
The captains ſtick like plumes ; he comes apace on. 
Good Nennius, go, and bid my ſtout lieutenant 
Bring on the firſt ſquare body to oppole * em, 

And, as he charges, open to incloſe em; 
The queen move next with hers, and wheel about, 
To gain their backs, in which I' Il lead the vanguard a 
We ſhall have bloody crowns this day, I ſee by't. 
Haſte thee, good Nennius ! I hear our muſick, _ 
[Exit Nennius. Drums in another place afar off. 
And muſt attend it. Hold, good ſword, but this day, 
And bite hard where I hound thee! and hereafter 
Fl make a relick of thee, for young ſoldiers 


To come like pilgrims tO, and kiſs for conqueſts. 
; Exit. 


Alarms. Eater the Te <0 Daughters, with units, Curius, 
Decius, Soldiers, and Servants. 


2 Daugh. Bring 'em in; 
Tie 'em, and then unarm 'em. 
x Daugh. Valiant Romans, 
Ye're welcome to your loves! f 
2 Daugh. Your death, fools ! 
Dec. We deſerve em; 
And, women, do your worſt! 


Enter Caratach. | 


Gar. Where: 
Where are theſe ladies? Ye keep able quarter 
Your mother thinks you * thete faccs 
| 6 have 
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I have beheld and known 4 they're mene 
How came they here? 
2 Daugh. A trick, Sir, that we us'd; 
A certain policy conducted em 
Unto our ſnare. 
Car. Taken by treachery K 
— up by craft ? 
2 Daugb. By any means that's lawful. 
Car. A woman's wiſdom in our triumphs? Out! 
Out, out, ye follies | From our ſwords 
Filch our revenges baſely Arm again, —— 
Soldiers, I charge ye help 'em. 
2 Daugb. By Heaven, Uncle, 
We will have vengeance ! 5 
Car. He that ſtirs to execute, 
Or ſhe, tho' it be yourſelves, 
Shall fe] mine. anger ! One great day given us, 
And muſt we ſhame the gods trom whence we have it, 
With ſetting ſnares for ſoldiers? 
Give 'em their ſwords. 
2 Daugh. Oh, Gods 
Car. Bear off the women 


Vnto their mother !—Learn to ſpin, L. Daughters, 


And curſe your knotted hemp Go, gentlemen, 
Safely go off, up to your troops; be wiſer : 
There thank me like tall ſoldiers; I ſhall ſeek ye. 


Cur. A noble worth! 
Dec. Well, Junius? 
Jun. Pray ye, no more! 
Cur. He bluſhes; do not load him. 
Dec. Where's your love now? 
Jun. To l there it flies. Come, let's redeem our 
ollies. 
But ſee there, Curius, ſee, | [Drums loud again. 
See that huge battle moving from the mountains ! 


Their gilt coats ſhine like dragons' ſcales, their march 


Like a rough tumbling orm; ſay they fail, look, 
* where the 1 carts ſtand ; a new army 
| | Look 


[ Exit. 
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Look how they hang like falling rocks! As murdering 
Death rides in triumph, Curius, fell Deſtruction 
+ Laſhes his fiery horſe, and round about him 

„ | His many thouſand ways to let out fouls. 

Let us to where they charge, and where the mountains 
Melt under their hot wheels, and from their ax'trees 
"t Huge claps of chunderplough the ground before *em/! 
4 Come on | charge! follow me! ¶ Exeunt, Alarm. 


— 


Enter Suetouins, Petillius, Demetrius, and Macer. N 


HSuet. Oh, bravely fought |! 
| Honour till now ne'cr ſhew'd her golden face 
* I' th' field: Like lions, gentlemen, you've held 
Your heads up this day. Where young Junius, 
Curius, and Decius! 
Pet. Gone to Hcav'n, I like, Sir, 
Szuet, Their worths go with 'em! Breathe a while. 
How do ye? 
Pet. Well; ſome few {curvy wounds 3 my heart's 
whole N. 5 = : 
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Euter Junius, Decius, and Grun. | 
| Jun. Lead up to th' head, and line ſure! The 
1 -  queents battle 
Begins to charge like wildfire. Where” $ the general? 
Suet. Oh, they are living yet. Come, my brave | 
| ſoldiers, | | T 
Live, and lead armies all ! Ye bleed hard. 
Jun. Belt; | 
We ſhall appear the ſterner to the foe. 
Dec. More wounds, more honour. 
Pet. Loſe no time. We'll grow to't. 
. Is not this better now than lowiy loving? 
. Jun. I am myſelf, Petillius. | 
== Pet. Tis I love thee, -_ 
if Suet, Away then! 
And ſtand this * W ce flood the world. [ Exeunt. 
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Alarm, Enter Bonduca, Daughters, and Britons. 
Bond. Shame! whither fly ye, Britons ? Back, ye 


cowards |! 


Leave your queen deſolate ? her hapleſs children 


Enter Caratach and Heugo. 


To Roman rape again, and fury? 
Car. Charge em 1 eck. flank !—Oh, you have play'd 
- the fool, | 
The woman fool ! Why did you give. the word 
Unto the carts to charge down, and our people, 


In groſs before the enemy? We pay for't; 


Our own ſwords cut our throats | Get thee gone, 
woman |. 


Shad tread pe thy heels! All's loſt, all's loft ! 
[Loud ſhout within, 


Hark how the Romans ring our kactls ! 


Bond. Nay, coulin ! 
Car. Woman, away! Shame tread upon thy heels! 
LE Bond. c. 


Hengo. Good uncle, 
La me go too. 
Car. Ne, boy ; thy "CE mine; 
J muſt not leuve thee. Get behind me; ſhake not! 
Thou mighr'it have been the heir to Britain's crown. 
Oh, woman! oh, Bonduca ! what fell curſes 
1 his day belong to thy improvidence! 
To Britain, by. thy means, what ſad millions 
Of widows weeping eycs! The ſtrong man's valour 


Thou hait betray'd to fury, the child's fortune 
To tear, and want of friends; whoſe pieties 


Might wipe his mouse nings off, and build his ſorrows 
A houſe of reſt by his leſs'd anceſtors : 

The land th' halt left a wilderneſs of wretches.— 
We malt be gone, my boy; but Heav'n knows where; 


For Britain now ſubmits to Roman pow'rs, 
And nothing but our lengths of carth are ours. 
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* | | | Roman Camp. 
Enter Petillius, Junius, Decius, and Demetrins 


. Petillius. | 
0 H, my vex'd thief, art thou come home again? 
Are thy brains perfect? ? 
Jun. Sound as bells, 
Dead to all folly, and now my anger only 
Pet. Why, that's well ſaid; hang Cupid and his | 
1 


* . r —— 
S EI 
. 4 ; 


a a > 93 . wy 7d; 
1 8 * * . — 2 
9 2 TOY 
5 5 28 e 4 
. 
A = 


Antxancad 


urver | 
When thou lov'ſt next, love a good cup of wine, 
A miſtreſs for a king ! 
Fun, I am counſel'd; 
The war ſhall be my miſtreſs now, 
Pet. Well choſep! 
For ſhe's a bouncing aſs; ſhe'll kiſs thee at Highs, boy, 
And break thy pate i“ th' morning. Se hold 
_ grappling, 
= And he that lays on beſt i is her beſt ſervant 
0 All other loves are mere trim lazineſs. 
Here comes the general. 
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-þ Enter Suetonius, Curius, and Macxer. 
„ 3 Suet. I'm glad I've found ye. | 

1 Haſte, good Petillius, haite to Penius: 

I fear the ſtrong concęit of what diſgrace 

H' has pulid upon himſelf, will be his ruin; 
I would not loſe him for all Britain, 

Give him, Petillius, all the nobleſt counſel, 
His fault fargiven roo, his place, his honour ; 


And 
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And tell the ſoldier, *twas on our command 
He drew not to the battle. | 

Pet. I conceive, Sir, 
And will do that mall cure all. 

Suet. Bring him with you 
Before the queen's — and his forces with him: 
Make haſte 


Pet. The beſt I may. LEExit. 


Suet. And, noble gentlemen, 
Up to your companies we'll preſently 
Upon the queen's purſuit, There's nothing done 
Till ſhe be ſeiz d; without her, nothing won. 
[ Exeunt. Short A 


Se Tent of Penius. 


Enter Penius, Druſius, and Petillins, 
Pen. Pray ye forſake me; 
Look not upon me, as ye love your honours ! 


Pet. Sure his mind's dangerous. 
Druſ. The good gods cure it | 


Fen. My honour got thro? fire, thro? ſtubborn 


breaches, 


| T aro? Death himſelf, in all his horrid trims, 
Is gone for ever, ever, ever, gentlemen ! 


Oh, my good ſword, break from my ſide, and kill me; 
Cut out the coward from my heart! 
Pet. You are none. 
Pen. He lies that ſays ſo! by Heaven, he lies, 
lies baſe] | 
Baſer 2 I have 1 Come, Juſtice, ſeek me; 
I've broke my fair obedience! laſt, Shame take me, 
Shame, endleſs Shame! and pray do you 8 me! 
Druſ. What ſhall we do? 
Pen. Good gentlemen, forſake me! 
See me and underſtand me: This is he, 
The gallant Penius that forſook the battle ; 
This is the brave wife Penius; * is he 
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Shrunk in his politick head, when Rome, like reapers, 
Sweat blood and ſpirit for a glorious harveſt, 

And bound it up, and brought it off; that foldier, 
That being courted by loud Fame and Fortune, 
Yet durſt doubr and be damn'd . 

Pet. It was an error. 

Pen. A fool one, and a black « one. 

Pet, Yet the blackeſt | 
May be waſh'd white again. The general 

Pen, He's a brave gentleman, 

A valiant, and a loving; but examples 

That dourith difobedience in who armies, 
Muft not be play'd withal; 

Nor dare I hope more from him than is worthy. 

Pet. What would you do? 

Pen. Die. 

Pet. Fy, great captain vou 
A man to rule men, to have thouſand lives 
Under your regiment, and let your paſſion 
Betray your reaſon ? I bring you all forgiveneſs, 
The nobleſt kind commeads, your place, your 

honour — _ 

Pen. Prithee no more; 'tis fooliſh, Goog Perillius, 
Tell me no more I may hve, 

Pet. *T was my commiſſion, 

Den. Farewell, captain! 
Be a good man, and hzhe well; be obedient ;, 
Commend thyſelf, and then thy men. 
Pez.” Brave captain, 
Ihe great and honour'd Penius ! 

Pen. That again! 

Ob, how it heightens me ! again, Petillios! 

Pet. Moſt excellent commander 5 

Pen. Thoſe were mine, 

Mine, only mine! 

Pet, They are ſtill. 

Pen. Then, to keep em 
From ever falling more, have at ye! Heavens, _ 
Ye everlating powers, Pm yours! Lahe himſelf. 

| | Carry 
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Carry my laſt words 

To the great gen'ral: Kiſs his 1 and 13 
My foul I give to Heav'n, my fault to juſtice, 
Which I have done upon myſelf; my virtue, 

If ever there was any in poor Penius, 

Made more, and happier, light on him! (I Fain) 
And where there is a foe, I with him fortune. 5 
I die: Lie lightly on my aſhes, gentle earth! ¶ Dies. 


Pet, Farewell, great Penius ! | [Noiſe e 


Euter Regulus, with 5 oldiers. 


Reg. Good ſoldiers, honeſt ſoldier ——= — 
Pet. Oh, let em in; all's done, all's ended, 
Regulus; | 75 
Penivs has found his laſt eclipſe. Come, ſoldiers, 
Come, and behold your miſeries ; come fadly ! 
Who ſhall now lead ye fortunate? coy'd and courted 
By all the miſtreſſes of war, care, counſel, 


Quick-ey'd experience, and victory twin'd to him? 


Go home, and hang your arms up? let ruſt rot 'em; 
And humble your ſtern valours to ſoft prayers? . 
The fun that warm'd your bloods is fer for ever.— 
I'll kiſs thy honour'd cheek. Farewell, great Penius, 
Thou thunder-bolt, farewell !— Take up the body: 
Tomorrow mourning to the camp convey it, 

1 here to receive due ceremonies, That eye 


That blinds himſelf with weeping, gets moſt glory. 


[ Exeunt with a dead march. 


Open Country. Enter Caratach and Hengo. 


Car. How dots my boy? 

Hengo. | would do well; my heart's well; 
I do not fear. 

Car. My good boy! 

Hengo. I know, uncle, 
We mult all die; my little brother died, 
1 ſaw him die, and he died ſmiling; ſure 
. There's no great pain in't, uncle. But pray tell me, 
Whither mult we go when we're dead? 

Car. 


r ae... n 2 rr n 8 
e 


* 2 . n 8 * wt IPD" "Ut 
ab tran — i JS 26 ä 2 — s 2 
2 N „ TX — Cd 5 * q 


W > * + — 
n 1 
r 1 8 7: . 

> — - DIY OP a eo RA — 


8 —_ * 
. - 


* 
ny, 
4 
a] 
3 
1 
* 
9 


CO 


2 


— 


ö 
i 


— 


32 BOND UC A, 


Car. Why, to the bleſſed't you Sop— 


ſweetneſs 


And happineſs dwell 


Hengo. Will you come to me? 

Car. Yes, my ſweet boy. 

Hengo. No Romans, uncle ? 

Car. No, boy. 

Hengo. 1 ſhould be loth to meet chem ins. 
Car. No ill men, 


| That live by violence, and ſtrong opprefſion, 


Come thither; *tis for thoſe the gods love, good men. 
Hengo. Why, then, I care not when Igo, for may 


I am perſuaded they love me: I never 
Blaſphem d *em, uncle, nor tranſgreſs d my parents; 


I always ſaid my prayers. 

Car. That's my good boy ! 
Art thou not weary, Hengo? 
 FHengo, Weary, uncle? 


I've heard you ſay you've march'd all day in armour. 


Car. I have, boy. Thou art too tender. 
Hengo. * upon my legs? they were made to 
me. 


| 1 can play twenty mile a-day ; I ſee no; reaſon, 
But, to preſerve my country and myſelf, 


I ſhould march forty. 
Car. What wouldit thou be, living. 
To wear a man's ſtrength ! 
Hengo. Why, a Caratach, 
A 2 a ſcourge ſent from Heaven 


To whip theſe proud Thieves from our 5 dom. 


Hark, 


| rum. 
Hark, uncle, hark 1 bode: a 4 


Enter Judas and bis prople to the door. 
Judas. Beat ſoftly,  . 
| Softly, 1 fay; they” re here. Who dare charge! 7 


1 Cold. He 
That dares be knock'd 0 the head: mM not come 


Judas. 


near him. 
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Judas. Retire again, and watch then. How he 
itares |! 


FT has eyes would kill a dragon. Mark the boy well; 


If we could take or kill him A pox on 
How fierce ye look ! See, how he broods the boy ! 


The devil dwells in's ſcabbard. Back, I fay! 
Apace! apace | I as found us. [ They retire. 
Car. Do ye hunt us? 
Hengo. Uncle, good uncle, ſee! the thin ſtary'd 
raſcal, 
The eating Roman, ſee where he thrids the thickets : 


Kill him, dear uncle, kill him! 
Car. Do ye make us foxes ? 


Here, hold my charging-ſtaff, and keep the place 


—_— 
I am at bay, 1 like a bull Pl ils me. 
Stand, ſtand, ye rogues, ye ſquirrels ! [ Exit. 


Hengo. Now he. pays 'em; 


Oh, that I had a man's ftrength ! 


Enter Judas, Sc. 


Judas. Here's the boy; 
Mine own, I thank my fortune. 
Hengo. Uncle; uncle 


Famine is fall'n upon me, oneſes 


Fuzas. Come, Sir, 
Yield willingly, (your uncle's out of hearing) 
Ill cickle your young tail elſe. 
Hengo. I defy thee, | 
Thou mock-made man of mat! Charge home, firrahl 
Hang thee, baſe ſlave, thou ſhak'ſt! 5 
Judas. Upon my conſcience, 
The boy will beat me!—Yield, or I cut thy head of, 
Hengo. Thou dar'ſt not cut my finger: here *tis 
couch it. 
Judas. The boy ſpeaks ſword and buckler!—Prithee 
yield, boy; | 
Come, here's an apple, yield. 
Hengs. 5 Heav' n, he fears me 
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I'll give you ſharper language: When, ye coward, 


When come ye up! ? I've twenty ways to charge ther. 


Judas. Sure 'tis the devil, a dwarf devil in 2 
| doublet ! 


5 Enter two Soldiers running. 
1 Sold. Flee, flee! he kills us. 
2 Sold. He comes, he comes 
Judas. The devil take the hindmoſt! 
[ Exeunt Judas, Sc. 
 Hengo. Run, run, ye rogues, ye Precious rogues, 
ye rank rogues 


A comes, a comes, a comes, a comes! that's J he, boys! 


What a brave cry they make 


Enter Caratach, with a Roman's * word, 


Car, How does my chicken ? 
Hengo. Faith, uncle, grown a ſoldier, a great 
| ſoldier; 3 7 
For, by the virtue of your charging-ſtaff 
And a ſtrange fighting face I put upon' t. 
I've out- brav'd Hunger. 
Car. That's my boy, my ſweet boy! | 
Here, here's a Roman's ſword for thee, 
Hengo. Good proviſion | 
Before I ſtarve, my ſharp-edg'd blade of Rome, 


I'll try your metal. 


Car. A right complete ſoldier | 

Come, chicken, let's go ſeek ſome place of reſt; 
Thou wilt not elſe be able to endure 

The journey to my country. Fruits and water 


Muſt be your food a while, boy. 


Hengo. Any thing 


1 can cat mols, nay, I can live on anger, 


To vex thele Romans. Let's be wary, uncle. 


Car. I warrant thee; come cheertully. 
Hen go. And boldly ! |  [Exeunt, 


& CT 
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r 
A wood, 
15 Caratach, Hengo by him ſleeping. 


Caratacb. 


H US we afflicted Britons fly for ſafeties, _ 
And to avoid. our dangers, ſcek deſtructions; | 
Thus we awake to ſorrows. | 
The boy begins to ſtir ; thy ſafety made, 
Would my forl were in Heav'n! 
Hengo. Oh, noble uncle, 
Look out ! I dream'd we were betray'd. 
Car, No harm, boy. [A fof? dead march within 
Hengo. What are thoſe, 


(Look, uncle, look !) thoſe multitudes thatmarch there! oo 


They come upon us ſtealing by. 
Car. I ſee em; 
And prithee be not fearful. 
Henga. Now you hate me: 
*Would I were dead! 
Car, Thou know'lſt I love thee deal 
Hengo. Did I &er ſhrink yer, uncle ? Were Ja man 
now, 


I ſhould be angry with you. 


Enter Druſiue, Regulus, and Soldiers, with Penius's 4 
Hearſe; drums and colours. 


Cur. My ſweet chicken !— 


See, they approach us; and, as it ſeems, they bear 


Some ſoidier's body; by their ſolemn geſtures, 
And ſad folemnities, it well appears too 

To be of eminence. We are perhaps unknown, 
And may enquire.—Moſt worthy ſoldiers, 

Let me entreat your knowledge to inform me 
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©  LONDUEDCA 
What noble body that is which you bear 


With ſuch a ſad and ceremonious grief, 


As if ye meant to wooe the world and Nature 


To be in love with death ? 


Druſ. It is the body 


Of the great captain Penius, by himſelf 


Made cold and ſpiritleſs. 
Car. Penius, that generous foe ? Oh, ay, ye 
Romans | | 


The name of Penius is moſt dear to me, 


To me his memory for ever ſacred. 
Stay, I conjure you, for a moment ſtay ! 
By the religion which ye owe thoſe gods 
That lead ye on to victories! 
Druſ. Stay.— _ 
Whar's thy will, Briton ? 
Car. But ſet down the body, 
The body of the nobleſt of all Romans; 
T hat with your griefs an enemy may mingle, 


(A noble enemy, that loves a ſoldier) 


And lend a tear to Virtue! Ev'n your foes, 
Your wild foes, as you call'd us, are yet ſtor'd 


With fair affections, our hearts freſh, our ſpirits, 


Tho? ſometimes ſtubborn, yet, when Virtue dies, 
Soft and relenting as a 3 5 Proyers-: ; 
Oh, ſet it down ! i 

Druſ. Set down the body, ſoldiers. 

Car. Thou hallow'd relick, thou rich diamond 
Cut with thine own duſt, thou for whoſe wide fame 


The world appears too narrow; thus J bow 


To thy moſt honour'd aſhes ! Tho” an enemy, 
Yet friend to all thy worths, fleep peaceably ! 
Happineſs crown thy ſoul, and in thy earth 
Some laurel fix his ſcat, there you and flouriſh, 


And make thy grave an everlaſting triumph ! 
Farewell all glorious wars, now thou art gone, 
And honeſt arms adieu! All noble battles, 


Maintain'd in thirſt of honour, not of blood, 
Farewell for ever! 
Lengo. Was this Roman, vncle, 
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So good a man? 
Car. Thou never knew'ſt thy father 4 
Hengo. He died fore I was born. 
Car. This worthy Roman 

Was ſuch another piece of endleſs honour, 


Such a brave ſoul dwelt in him; their proportions - 


And faces were not much unlike, N Excellent 
| nature 
See how it works into his eyes! mine own boy! 
Hengo. The multitudes of theſe men, and their 
fortunes, 4 
Could never make me fear yet; one man's goodnefi 
Car. Oh, now thou pleaſeſt me; weep ſtill, my child, 
As if thou ſaw ſt me dead with ſuch a flux 
Or flood of forrow, ſtill thou pleaſeſt me. 
And, worthy {obdiers, pray receive theſe pledges, 
Theſe hatchments of our griefs, and grace us ſo much 
To place 'em on his hearſe. Now, if ye pleaſe, - 
Bear off the noble burden c 
And ever-loved, ever- living be 
Thy eee and moſt ſacred memory | 
[ Exeunt. A dead march. 
Car. Now dry thine eyes, „ 1 
Hengo. Are they all gone? 
I could have wept this hour yet. 
Car. Come, take cheer, 
And raiſe thy ſpirit, child ; if but this day 
Thou canſt bear out thy faintneſs, the night coming 
I'll faſhion our eſcape. 
Hengo. Pray fear not me; 
Indeed I'm very hearty, 
Car. Be fo ſtill; 
His milchicts leſſen, that controuls his ill, [ Exeunt. 


The Queen's Fort, 


Enter Suetonius, Junius, Decius, Iſhwitrias, Curius, and 
Soldiers : Bouduca, two Daughters, and Nennius above, 
Drum and colours. 


Suet. Bring vp the catapults, and ſhake the wall; 
| We 
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Jun. See, fit, 
Sec the Icenian queen in all her glory, ESL 
From the ſtrong battlements proudly At | 
As if ſhe, meant to give us laſhes! 
Dec. Yield, queen. 5 
Fand. I'm unacquainted with that language, 
Roman. 
Bring up your catapults, and ſhake the end 


Lou cannot ſhake our fouls. Bring up your rams, 


And with their armed heads make the tort totter, 

Ye do but rock us into death. J 
Suet. Yield, honour'd lady, and expect our mercy; | 
ou cannot ſcape our ſtrength; you mult yield, lady; 


Lou muft adore and fear the power of Rome. 


Bond. If Rome be earthly, why ſhould any knee 
With bending adoration worſhip her? 
She's vicious; and tis fitter I ſhould reverence 
The thatched houſes where the Brirons dwell 
In careleſs mirth ; where the bleſs'd houſhcld gods 


See nought but chaſte and ſimple purity. 


Suet. Beat the wall deeper 

Bond. Beat it to the centre, 

We will not ſink one thought. 

2 Daugh. Oh, mother, theſe are l hours j * 
ſpeak gently 

To theſe fierce men, they will afford ye pity. 

Bond. Pity? thou fearful girl! Weuidft thou 


hive kf? Tb ] 


Waſt not thou born a princeſs ? 


The lives of kings reſt in their diadems, 
And ceaſing to be kings, they ceafe to live. 
Shew ſuch another' fear, and, by the Gods, 


T1! fling thee to their fury. 


Suet. Once more, mercy, 


Mercy to all that yield! F 


Bond. I ſcorn to anſwer: 


| Speak to him, girl; and, weak one, hear 3 ſiſter. 


1 Daugh. General, 
Hear me, and mark me well, and look vpon me; 


b =. 
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See with thy narroweſt eyes, thy ſharpeſt wiſhes, 
Into my ſoul, -and ſee what there inhabits : 


The children of as great as Rome, as noble, 
Our names before her, and our deeds her envy, 


Muſt we gild oer your. conqueſt? ſwell your . 


triumph ?. 
No, no, ye Romans, we have ways es ſon ye, 
Io make ye curſe our patience. 
Well make our monuments in ſpite of fortune; 
In ſpite of all your eagles* wings, we'll work 
A pitch above ye; and from our height we'll ſtoop g 
As if we prey'd: on heartleſs doves. 3 
Suet. Decius, go an; the breach. 


| Bond. Charge it ane Roman! — 
Bring up the twords, and poiſon. 


3. 


Enter one with feords and a groat cup. 


Bchold us, Romans 
ET :- Mercy yet, | £ 5 
Field, aid be a queen gin, a mother, and a 

rien | 

2 Daugb. Mercy, mother 

Bond. Oh, gods! fear in my family ? 
Take it, and nobly. 
1 Daugb. Take it, worthy liter; b 
*Tis nothing; *tis a pleaſure : We'll go with you. 
2 Daugh. Oh, if I knew but whither ! 
1 Daugh. To the bleſſed. | 
_ 2 Daugh. That ſteels me; | | 
A long farewell to this world! ¶ Taces the cup. 
I Daugh. The next is mine. Would ye learn 
How to die bravely, Romans, to fling off 
This caſe of fleſh, loſe all your cares for ever? 
Live as we have done, well, and fear the pods; 
So ſhall ye learn the nobleſt part, to die, 
Bond. Spoke like my daughter ! 
wretched Romans, 
Here is a draught would aſk no leſs than Ceſar 


— Here, ye 


To 


Exit Decius. 


— 
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To pledge it for the glory's ſake 

Suet. Make up your own conditions. 
Stay! Be any thing. 

Bond. A ſaint, Suetonius, 
When thou ſhalt fear, and die a ſlave. Ye 8 
Ve ſhould have tied up death firſt, when ye conquer'd; 
Ye toil for us in vain elſe : Sce him here; 
He's ours ſtill, and our friend.—!I feel the poiſon, 

[ Drinks, 

Poor e Romans, with what matchleſs tortures 
Could I now rack ye! But I pity ye; 
Nay, I will give ye counſel ere I die: 
If you will keep your laws and empire whole, 
Place in your Roman fleſh a Briton ſoul. 


7 


| | [Scene cloſes. 
Suet. Deſperate and ſtrange | 
Are thoſe come in yet, that purſued bold Caratach? 
. 1 yet, Sir, for I think they r mean to lodge | 
8 1 

Suet. Draw out three companies, 
Yours, Curius, Junius, and thou, Demetrius, 
And make up inſtantly to Caratach | 
He's in the wood before you; we ſhall follow. 


Enter Decius. 5 1 


Well, Decius? 

Decius. The fort is won, . Britons 
Taken or put to th' ſword, the queen Bonduca 
And both her Daughters ſelf-deftroy'd by poiſon. 
Suet. Hapleſs Bonduca ! give her fair funeral; 
For ſhe was truly noble, and a queen. [ Flouriſb. Exe, 


Open Country. Macer and Petillius meeting, 


Pet. How now, Macer ? 
Is Judas yet come in? 


Enter Judas. 


Aer. Yes, and has loſt 
Maoſt of his men too. Here he is, ; Box 
| | | Pet. 


2 


et. | 


OH DUCA "BY 


Pet. What news? 

Judas, I've lodg'd him; rouſe him, he that dares ! 
Pet, Where, Judas ? 

Judas. On a ſteep rock i'th' woods; the boy too 


with him; 
And there he ſwears he' I keep his Chriſtmas, 
gentlemen, - MY 


But he will come away with full conditions, 
Bravely, and like a Briton, He paid part of usa 
Yet I think we fought bravely : For mine own part, 
I was four ſeveral times at half-ſword with him; 


He's a mere devil, and no man. I' th end, he ſwing'd us, 


And ſwing'd us ſoundly too: He fights by witchcraft ; 
Yet for all that I ſaw him lodg'd. ; 
Pet. Take more men, 


And ſcout him round. Macer, march you along. 


8 victuals has he? 
Judas. Not a piece of biſcuit, 


Not ſo much as will ſtop a tooth, nor water. 


They lie juſt like a brace of bear-whelps, cloſe, and 
crafty; 


Sucking their fingers for their food. 


Pet. Cut off then 
All hope of that way; take ſufficient forces. 


But uſe no foul play, on your lives! that man 
That does him miſchief by deceit, I'll kill him. 


Macer. He ſhall have fair play; he deſerves i it. 
Judas. Hark ye! 5 
What ſhould I do there then? You are brave captains, 


Moſt valiant men: Go up yourſelves; uſe virtue; 


See what will come on't; pray the gentleman 


| To come down, and be taken; Ye all know him; 
I think ye've felt him too: There ye ſhall find him, 
His ford by's ſide, plumbs of a pound weight by 


him, 
Will make your chaps ache: You'll find it a more 
labour : 
To win him living, than climbing of a crow's neſt. 


Het. Away, and i compaſs him. We ſhall come up, 
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I'm ſure within theſe two hours. Watch iS, cloſe, 


Macer. He Ball flee through the air, if he eſcape us. 
[ Exeunt ſeverally. 


Scene changes, and diſcovers Caratach and Hengo on a rock. 


Car. Sleep till, ſleep ſweetly, child; tis all thou 
feed'ſt on !— 5 . 

No gentle Briton near, no valiant charity, 

To bring thee food? Poor knave, thou'rt ſick, ex- 
treme ſick, 


Almoſt grown wild for meat ; and yet thy dk 


Will not confeſs, nor ſhew it. All the woods 


Are double lin'd with ſoldiers; no way left us 
To make a noble 'ſcape. I'll forage for thee, 
And, 'gainſt thou wak'ſt, either get meat to ſave thee, 


Or loſe my life i' th' purchaſe. Good Gods comfort 
thee ! [ Di/appears. 


Enter Macer and Judas, with meat and a bottle. 


Macer. Hang it o 'th' fide. o'th' rock, as tho the 


Britons 
Stole hither to relieve him: Who frſt ventures 


To fetch it off, is ours. I cannot ſee him. 
Judas. He lies cloſe in a hole e, I know it, 

Gnawing upon his anger. Ha! no; 'tis not he. 
Macer. is but the ſhaking of the boughs. 
Judas. Pox ſhake em! 

I'm ſure they ſhake me ſoundly.— There! 
Macer. is nothing. 


Judas. Make no noiſe ; ; if he ſtir, a deadly pen 


Of huge ſtones falls upon's. Tis done! away, cloſe ! 
| Exeunt. 


Re-enter Caratach to [tengo on the rock. 
Car. Courage, my boy! I have found meat, 


Flengo. Oh, uncle, 
My head ſwims, uncle methinks the rock goes a. | 
Car.” Tis but thy emptineſs that breeds theſe fancies; 


Thou ſh2it have meat anon. Look, look, my Hengo, 
Look. 


Ul 
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Look where ſome bleſſed Briton, to preſerve thee, 
Has hung a little food and drink : Cheer up, boy; 
Do not forſake me now! 
Hengo. Uncle, I'm heart-whole, and would live. 
Car, Thou ſhalt, long I hope. 
Tengo. But my head, uncle! 


Enter Macer and Judas, below. 


Do not you hear the noiſe of bells ? 

Car. Of bells, boy? Tis thy fancy; 

Alas, thy body's full of wind. 
Hengo. Methinks, Sir, 

They ring a ſtrange ſad knell, a preparation 

To ſome near funeral of fore. Oh, uncle, 

I feel I cannot ſtay long; yet Til fetch it, 

Jo ſave your noble life. Nay, weep not, uncle, 

Mine own ſweet uncle! you will kill me ſooner. 
Car. Oh, my poor chicken! 
{{engo. Fy, faint-hearted uncle! 

Come, tie me in your belr, and let me down. 
Cor. I'Il go myſelf, boy. 

DTilengo. No, as you love me, uncle 

4 will not eat it, if I do not fetch it; 

The danger only I defire ; pray tie me. | 
Car. 1 will, and all my care hang o'er thee! ! Come, 

child, 

My valiant child! 
Jlengo. Let me down apace, uncle, 

And you ſhall ſee how like a daw I'll whip it 


From all their policies ; for 'tis moſt certain 


A Roman train : And you muſt hold me fure too, 
Tov'l ſpoil all elſe. When I have brought it, uncle, 
We'll be as merry 
Car. Go, i'th' name of Heav'n, boy! | 
{?enrgo. Quick, quick, uncle! I have it.—Oh! 
Judas ſhoots Hengo with an ariow. 
(ar. What ail'ſt thou? 
Hengo. Oh, my beſt uncle, I am lain! 
Car. I ſce yeu, Car. kills Judas with a fone. 
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And Heav'n direct my hand! Deſtruction 
Go with my coward ſoul ! How doſt thou, boy © — 
[Draws him up. 
Hengo. Oh, I bleed hard; 4 faint too; out upon't, 
How ſick I am -The AY rogue, uncle 
Car. Look, boy; 
I've laid him ſure enough. 
Hengo. Have you knock'd his brains out? 
Car. I warrant thee for ſtirring more. Cheer up, 
child. : 
Tengo. Hold my ſides hard; ſtill I grow ſicker, uncle. 
Car. Heaven look upon this noble child ! 
Tengo. IJ once hop'd 
I ſhould have liv'd to have met theſe body Rouins, 


To have beaten em. Oh, hold me hard! But, uncle 


Car, Thouſhaltlive ſtill Thope, boy. Shall Idrawit? 
Hengo. You draw away my ſoul then; I would live 
A little longer, (ſpare me, Heavens!) but only 


To thank you for your tender love! Good uncle, 


Good noble uncle, weep not ! 
Car. Oh, my chicken, 


My dear boy, what ſhall I loſe ! 


Ilengo. Why, a child, 


Thar muſt-have died howev er; had this ſcap'd me, 


Fever, or famine -] was born to die, Sir. 
Car. But thus unblown, my boy—— 
Hengo. go the ſtraighter 

Sure I {hall know you 

When you come, uncle ? 

Car. Yes, boy, 
Tengo. And I hope 
We ſhall enjoy together that great bleſſedneſs 
Tou told me of. 
Car. Moſt certain, child. 
ici go. I grow cold ; 

Mine eycs are going 
Car. Lift 'em up! 

Lengo, Pray for me; 


And, ble uncle, when my bones ae aſhes 
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Think of your little nephew! Mercy! 
Car. Mercy! 


Tou bleſſed angels, take him 


Hengo. Kiſs me! ſo. 


F arewell, farewell! | Dies. 


Car. Farewell the hopes of Britain! 


Thou royal graft, farewell for ever Time and Death, 


Ye've done yourworlt. Fortune, now ſee, now proudly 
Look what th'haſt brought this land to. Oh, fair flower, 
How lovely yet thy ruins ſhew, how ſweetly 

Ev'n Death embraces thee ! The peace of Heav'n, 
The feHowſhip of all great fouls, be with thee ! 


Euler Petillius and Junius on the rock. 


Ha! dare ye, Romans? Ye ſhall win me bravely. 
Come, come up all, with all your antient valours ; 


Ike a rough wind I' Il ſhake your ſouls, and fend 'em— 


Enter Suetonius, and all the Romans captains. 


Suet. Yield thee, bold Caratach ! By all the gods, 
As I am ſoldier, as I envy thee, 
1'1] uſe thee like thyſelf, the valiant Briton. 
Car. Oh, Romans, fee what here 1 is! Had this boy 
Iiv'd—— 
Suet. Excellent Briton, do me but that honour, 


That more to me than conqueſts, that true happineſs, - 


To be my friend ! For Fame's ſake, for thy word $ 
n 

By all that's excellent in man, and honeſt 
Gar. I do believe. Ye've had me a brave foe; 

Make me a noble friend, and from your goodneſs, 

Give this boy honourable carth to lie i in! 
Suet. He. ſhall have fitting funeral. 
Car. I yield then; 

Not to your blows, but this laſt ü 
Pet. Thus we ſ conduct then to the arms of Peace 

The wonder of the world ! [ They bring him down. 
Su2t. Thus I embrace thee ; [Flouriſb. 

And let it be no flatt'ry that I tell thee, 


Thou 
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Thou art the only ſoldier! 


Car. How to thank ye, 
I muſt hereafter find upon your uſage. 
1 am for Rome? 

Suet. You muſt, 

Car. Then Rome ſhall 8 | 
The firmneſs of a Briton's ſoul ; ſhal] A 
Britons can brave the chance of war: If Fortune 
Smile on their arms, they ſpare the vanquiſh'd foe ; 
Vanquiſh'd themfelves, in naked majeſty, 
Like their own knotted oak by thunder blaſted, 


Nobly they ſtand the tempeſt of their fate. — 


Now, Roman, I am. thine: Set on! I follow. 
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On the 1ſt of May, 1778, was Publiſhed, 
A NEW EDITION of a” 

DRAMATICK WORKS 
— o F 
BEAUMOMNT and FLETCHER; 
- coLLATED Ani A THE FORMER EDITIONS, 

"AND CORRECTED; 
With NOTES, CRITICAL and EXPLANATORY, 
And a NEW PREFACE. 
Embelliſhed with Fitty-Four Engravings, 
By GRIGNION, COULYER, and other Eminent Artiſts, 
From Drsioxs made purpoſely for TnHIs Work, 

Chicfly by M. A. ROOKER, R. Aſſoc. 


THE preſent Editors have not only gone to a very great 
Lxpence in the decorations of this Work, the CUTS 
being in deſign and execution unequalled in any book of this 
ſize in the Englih Language, but they have been happy 
enough to obtain the kind atiftance of ſome Gentlemen, 
whoſe names (were they at liberty to mention them) would do 
honour to any Publication. Beſides a great number of valu- 
able Notes, Critical and Explanatory, many of which 
are now ar{t publiſhed, the accurate Reader will diſcover, 
that the moſt unremitting attention has been given to the 
Collation of the Old Copies, and to the Correcting of 
th: PunQuuation, by which means many beautiful paſſages 
are reſtored and illuſt rated, which, by a reference to 
former ccitions, will be tound to have been hitherto 
mangled or obſcured. 


Publiſhed by T'. SHERLOCK, No. 15, St. Martin's Street, 
Leiceſter- Fields; and to be had aito of P. ELMSLEY, and 
T. Evaxs, in the Strand; J. RiprExv, St, James's 
Street; J. WILLI AMs, Fleet Street; W. Fox, and 
H. Szzzmexs, Helbern. | 
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The TRIT To CaLars, to which is | annexed Tas 
Caruchix; ; | 1 


as All Written by SAMUEL FOOTE, ER. 


And Publiſhed by Mr. COL MAN, 


Alſo, The Tarroks, a Tragedy er Warm Weather. 


Likewiſe juſt Publiſhed, . 


Buxou Joan, a Burletta in One Act; 
The Airs, Duets, Trios, and Finale, introduced in 
the Comedy of the SpAxIisH BARBER; and 


ArklI-Dax, a Burletta, written by me Author 5 8 
Midas. 


1 Au Performed at the Theatre-Royal in che 
1 2 11 HAYMARKET. 
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